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"Listen—in the name of the Lord! All you good people,
all you dear people, do not be afraid to look at what
has happened. Our own children, blood of our blood, have
gone forth into the world in the name of justice for all!
They have taken up this cross in search of a brighter day
for all of you, and for your unborn children. It's another
life they want—a life of truth and justice. It's goodness
they want, for all people!"
Her heart was bursting and her throat was hot and
dry. Deep within her, great new words were being born—
words of all-embracing love which seared her tongue and
forced it to speak fluently and forcefully.
She could see that everyone was listening to her in
silence, and she felt they were thinking. Within her grew
the desire, now clearly apprehended, to urge them to
follow her son and Andrei and all those whom they had
allowed to fall into the hands of the soldiers, all those
whom they had abandoned to their fate.
With a glance at the frowning, attentive faces about
her, she went on with gentle insistence:
"Our children have gone forth into the world to seek
for joy, and they have done it for all our sakes and for
the sake of Christ's truth. They have gone forth to fight
everything which bad people, false and greedy people,
have used to bind us with, to gag us with, to crush us
with. Dear people, it's for all our sakes that the young
ones have risen up—for the sake of the whole world—for
the sake of working people wherever they are. Don't
leave them, don't turn your backs on them, don't force
your children to go on alone! Think of yourselves. Have
faith in the hearts of your children, who have declared
the truth, and are suffering for it. Have faith in them!"
Her voice broke, and she swayed, on the verge of
fainting. Someone caught her up.
"It's God's truth she's speaking!" cried an agitated
voice. "God's truth, good people! Listen!"
"See how she's torturing herself!" said another sym-
pathetically.

